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The Five Stages of Grief
Denial

,QWKHEHJLQQLQJ,ZRXOGQ¶WDFFHSWLW,NHSWJRLQJDERXWP\OLIHDVLILW
ZHUHQ¶WWUXH,QIDFW,NQHZLWZDVQ¶WWUXH²KHZRXOG¿JKWWROLYH,ZRXOGFDOO
KLPLQWKHPRUQLQJWRVHHLIKHQHHGHGDQ\WKLQJ

³+LJUDQGSD+RZDUH\RXIHHOLQJWRGD\"´

³2KKRQH\,¶PGRLQJMXVW¿QH,KDYHOHVVSDLQWKDQ,KDG\HVWHUGD\
,WKLQN,DPIHHOLQJDOLWWOHEHWWHU´+LVYRLFHZDVVWLOOFKLSSHUZLWKQRVLJQVRI
SDLQRUGHIHDW
“Well, maybe you’ll pull through. Stranger things have happened!”
,ZDVZURQJ6WUDQJHUWKLQJVGLGQ¶WKDSSHQ:LWKLQWKUHHZHHNVRIFHDVLQJ
WUHDWPHQWKHZDVQRORQJHUDEOHWRFDUHIRUKLPVHOI+LVSDLQZDVEHFRPLQJ
LQWROHUDEOHDQGKHUDUHO\OHIWKLVEHG7KHUHKDGWREHDWOHDVWRQHSHUVRQDWKLV
KRXVHDWDOOWLPHVWRWDNHFDUHRIKLP(YHQWKRXJK,ZDVDIXOOWLPHVWXGHQW
DQGZRUNLQJIRUW\KRXUVDZHHN,VWLOOYROXQWHHUHGP\WLPH,I,ZDVQ¶WLQ
class or at work, I was sitting in a rocking chair next to his bed attempting
to catch up on homework, listening to him talk, or watching a low budget
PDGHIRU79PRYLHDERXWDZRPDQZKRZDVWU\LQJWRHVFDSHDPXUGHURXVH[
husband. This is about the time that the reality set in. He was going to die, and
WKHUHZDVQRWKLQJHLWKHUKHRU,FRXOGGRDERXWLW6KRUWO\DIWHUWKLVUHDOL]DWLRQ
LVZKHQKHDVNHGWKHZKROHIDPLO\WRVWDUWUHPRYLQJWKLQJVIURPKLVKRXVH
+HZDQWHGXVWRWDNHWKHWKLQJVWKDWZHZDQWHGKHZDQWHGWREHVXUHWKDW
KLVWKLQJVZRXOGJRWRDJRRGKRPH,VHDUFKHGDOORYHUKLVKRXVHIRUZKDW,
might want.
“Grandpa, there’s only one thing in this house that I want.”
“Mad Bluebird?”

³&DQ,KDYHLW"´
“Sure. No one else will want that ugly thing.”
Mad Bluebird is the best picture. It was bought by my grandmother
WZHQW\\HDUVSULRUDWDJDUDJHVDOH,WLVDSKRWRJUDSKRIDEOXHELUGDQGWKHUH
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is really no other way to describe this bluebird except that he looks, well, mad.
%RWKP\JUDQGIDWKHUDQG,DOZD\VWKRXJKWWKLVSKRWRJUDSKZDVIXQQ\,WZDV
a moment captured where a harmless bluebird is pissed. No one else thought
LWZDVWRRIXQQ\VRKHGHFLGHGWRODEHOLW³0DG%OXHELUG´LQWKHKDQGZULW
LQJRIDVHYHQW\\HDUROGPDQRQWKHIUDPH,WZDVQRORQJHUMXVWIXQQ\,WZDV
downright hilarious. That night I brought Mad Bluebird into my house, but I
UHIXVHGWRKDQJLWXS

Anger

7KHKRXVHʊIXOORI¿IW\IRXU\HDUVRIIDPLO\KLVWRU\ʊVORZO\HPS
WLHG6RPHIDPLO\OHIWZLWKDSLFWXUHIUDPHVRPHIDPLO\OHIWZLWKER[HVIXOO
RISLFWXUHIUDPHVRUDQ\WKLQJHOVHWKH\FRXOGVWXIILQWKHUH7ZRZHHNVODWHU
WKHKRXVHZDVVSDUVHO\OLWWHUHGZLWKWULQNHWVDQGEURNHQIXUQLWXUHWKDWQRRQH
ZDQWHG0\DXQW¶VKXVEDQG KHUVHFRQGEXWQROHVVUXGHWKDQWKH¿UVW VDLG
³:K\GRQ¶W\RXMXVWWKURZLWDOOLQDGXPSVWHU",W¶VMXVWMXQN´$IWHUKHOHIW,
VDWEDFNGRZQLQWKHURFNLQJFKDLUQH[WWRP\JUDQGIDWKHU¶VEHG
“I’d like to put him in the dumpster.”

³1RZGRQ¶WJHWDQJU\7KDW¶VMXVW.HYLQ%XWLI\RXJHWDFKDQFH
please don’t pass it up.”

Bargaining

:KLOHZHVKDUHGDVHQVHRIKXPRUWKDWQRRQHHOVHUHDOO\XQGHUVWRRG
ZHGLIIHUHGJUHDWO\RQWHUPVRIUHOLJLRQʊ&KULVWLDQLW\WREHH[DFW,QWKHPDQ\
PRPHQWVZHVKDUHGDVKLVGHDWKFDPHQHDUHUDORWRIWKHPZHUHVSHQWWDONLQJ
DERXWUHOLJLRQDQG*RG0\JUDQGIDWKHUDIDLWKIXO&KULVWLDQZDVDOZD\VLQWHU
ested in converting me. I spent most Sundays at church with him, not because
,ZDQWHGWREHD&KULVWLDQEXWEHFDXVH,ZDQWHGWRPDNHKLPKDSS\+HHQ
MR\HGVHHLQJPHDWFKXUFKZKLOH,WULHGWR¿QGVRPHNLQGRIFRPIRUWLQVHU
PRQVDERXWWKLQJVOLNHIRUJLYHQHVV2QHHYHQLQJ,KDGWKHPRVWKHDUWEUHDNLQJ
H[SHULHQFHRIP\OLIHWKXVIDU,QEHWZHHQFULHVRISDLQP\JUDQGIDWKHUWROG
PHZKDWKHUHDOO\WKRXJKWRIPHVRPHRQHZKRKDVEHHQULGGOHGZLWKGRXEW
KHUZKROHOLIH
“Grandpa, are you scared to die?”

³1RQRWUHDOO\,¶PNLQGRIH[FLWHG,¶OOJHWWRVHH\RXUJUDQGPRWKHU
DJDLQDQG,¶OOVHH\RXUXQFOH&DUO´0\JUDQGPRWKHUKDGSDVVHGDZD\VHYHQ
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\HDUVSULRUWRKLVFDQFHUGLDJQRVLVDQGP\8QFOH&DUOZDVNLOOHGLQDQDXWR
PRELOHDFFLGHQWDWWKHDJHRIHLJKWHHQ

³:KRGR\RXZDQWWRVHH¿UVW"*UDQGPDRU&DUO"´
“Now, don’t get me wrong. I loved your grandmother very much.
There is not a day that goes by that I don’t think about her. And I’ve said
many times that I would give anything to see my son that was taken away
IURPPHWRRVRRQ%XWKRQHVWO\,ZDQWWRVHHP\6DYLRU-HVXV&KULVW¿UVW
Do you think you’ll see your Savior when you die?”
“I’m still not really sure what will happen when I die, Grandpa.”

³,NQRZ,MXVWWKRXJKW,ZRXOGDVN&DQ,WHOO\RXVRPHWKLQJ"´
“Sure.”

³,¶GEHDORWPRUHFRPIRUWDEOHG\LQJLI,NQHZWKDW\RXEHOLHYHG\RX
would see me again someday. I would like to know that you would raise a
JRRG&KULVWLDQIDPLO\,GRQ¶WNQRZLI,FDQUHDOO\EHUHDG\WRGLHXQWLO,NQRZ
WKDW,W¶VMXVWVRPHWKLQJWRWKLQNDERXW´
It really was something to think about. I was presented with an oppor
WXQLW\0\JUDQGIDWKHU¶VFRPIRUWLQG\LQJUHVWHGLQWKHKDQGVRIP\FRQYHU
VLRQWR&KULVWLDQLW\&RXOGLWUHDOO\KDSSHQWKDWZD\",NQHZWKDW,FRXOGQ¶W
VDYHKLP,NQHZWKDW,FRXOGQ¶WNHHSKLPIURPG\LQJ%XW,FRXOGPDNHKLP
PRUHFRPIRUWDEOHDQGDWWKDWSRLQW,ZRXOGKDYHGRQHDQ\WKLQJWRWDNHDZD\
KLVSDLQWRPDNHKLPIHHOFRPIRUWDEOH+RZHYHUDWWKHVDPHWLPH,IHOWDV
though I had been somewhat wrong about my relationship with my grand
IDWKHU:DVLWSRVVLEOHWKDWKHUHDOO\EHOLHYHG,FRXOGQ¶WUDLVHDJRRGIDPLO\
ZLWKRXWEHLQJ&KULVWLDQ":KDWGLGKHUHDOO\WKLQNDERXWP\PRUDOV"'LGKH
think I wasn’t a good person?

6KRUWO\DIWHUWKLVFRQYHUVDWLRQ,WROGP\JUDQGIDWKHUWKDW,ZDVVRUU\²
I couldn’t make the decision to believe right then. I could have taken the easi
HUZD\DQGOLHG%XWWKDWZDVQ¶WIDLUWRKLPRUWRPH,SURPLVHGKLPWKRXJK
WKDW,ZRXOGDOORZP\VHOIWRUHPDLQRSHQWRWKHSRVVLELOLW\RIEHOLHI7KLVDW
the very least, made him admit that I had a good head on my shoulders.

Depression

6RWKHUHZHZHUH:HKDGWRDFFHSWRXUGLIIHUHQFHVDWWKHPRPHQW
and trust that what is supposed to happen will happen. Our time spent together
became grim. Our conversations were dark, rarely talking about anything
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RWKHUWKDQKLVVXIIHULQJDQGKLVGHVLUHWRGLH+LVYRLFHEHFDPHPRUHDQGPRUH
quiet, and I usually had to lean in close to hear his barely whispering words.
2XUGHSUHVVLRQJUHZZLWKHDFKGD\WKDWSDVVHGZLWKRXWKLPJHWWLQJRXWRIEHG
7KHPHGLFDWLRQVZHUHLQFUHDVHGDVKLVSDLQDPSOL¿HGDQG,EHJDQWRTXHVWLRQ
KLVTXDOLW\RIOLIH,EHJDQWRTXHVWLRQWKHTXDOLW\RIP\RZQOLIH0\FRQYHU
VDWLRQVZLWKP\¿DQFpDWKRPHEHFDPHPRUHDQGPRUHVRPEHU+HZRXOGVD\
WRPH³,¶PZRUULHGDERXW\RX,I\RX¶UHWKLVGHSUHVVHGQRZZKDWZLOOKDSSHQ
when he is actually gone? This isn’t healthy. You go to class, you go to school,
and then you sit next to his bed. You need a break.”
“No. I need to be there. He needs me to be there. One day, he’ll be
JRQHDQG,¶OOEHWKDQNIXOIRUP\WLPHZLWKKLP´

Acceptance

$IWHUWZRZHHNVRIVSLUDOLQJIXUWKHUDQGIXUWKHUGRZQ,IHOWWKHZHLJKW
RIDTXHVWLRQWKDW,GLGQ¶WZDQWWRDVNDQ\RQHEXWP\VHOI,FRXOGQ¶WVWDQGLW
anymore. I couldn’t watch his body deteriorate. At that point he hadn’t eaten
LQHLJKWGD\VKHKDGQ¶WJRWWHQRXWRIEHGLQWZRZHHNV,DFWXDOO\ZDQWHGKLP
WRJR,ZDQWHGKLVVXIIHULQJWRHQG'RHVWKDWPDNHPHDEDGSHUVRQ"6KRXOG
DKXPDQZDQWWKDWIRUDQRWKHUKXPDQ"

0\DQVZHUZDVXOWLPDWHO\\HV,KDG¿QDOO\DFFHSWHGKLVGHDWKDQG,
let him know it. I went into his bedroom, and I sat down in the rocking chair
DQGJUDEEHGKLVKDQGRQHODVWWLPH+LVERG\ZDVVRVNLQQ\DQGIUDLOWKDW,
FRXOGVHHKLVKHDUWWKURXJKKLVVKLUWSRXQGLQJMXVWHQRXJKWRNHHSKLVERG\
alive. He hadn’t woken up in almost two days, but I hoped he could still hear
me anyway.

³*UDQGSD,ZDQW\RXNQRZWKDW,¶OOEHRND\LI\RXZDQWWRGLH,ZLOO
PLVV\RXWHUULEO\EXW,GRQ¶WZDQW\RXWRVWD\KHUHIRUPHRUIRUDQ\RQHHOVH
,I\RXZDQWWRJRWKHQJR´
Within three hours he was gone. When I got home that night, I didn’t
VD\DQ\WKLQJWRP\¿DQFpRWKHUWKDQ³&DQ\RXKHOSPHKDQJXS0DG%OXH
bird?”
*
*
*

6RPHWKLQJ,KDGQHYHUUHDOL]HGDERXWFDULQJIRUVRPHRQHZKRLVWHU
PLQDOO\LOOLVWKHIDFWWKDW\RXDFWXDOO\JULHYHWKHLUGHDWKEHIRUHWKH\DUHJRQH
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,WLVDVWUDQJHH[SHULHQFHʊJULHYLQJWKHGHDWKRIDSHUVRQZKRLVVWLOOOLYLQJ
DQGEUHDWKLQJ HYHQLILW¶VMXVWEDUHO\ ,WLVHYHQVWUDQJHUZKHQWKHSHUVRQZKR
LVG\LQJLVDOVRJRLQJWKURXJKWKHVDPH¿YHVWDJHVRIJULHIDWWKHVDPHWLPH
,WEHFRPHVDVXSSRUWV\VWHPWKDW\RXZRXOGQHYHUH[SHFW,OHDUQHGDOORIWKLV
ZKLOHWDNLQJFDUHRIP\JUDQGIDWKHUDIWHUKHGHFLGHGWRVWRSKLVFKHPRWKHUDS\
WUHDWPHQWVIRUERQHFDQFHU,QWKHVHYHQZHHNVEHWZHHQWKHPRPHQWKHGHFLG
ed he was too tired to keep going to the moment when he took his last breath,
DERQGZDVIRUPHGEHWZHHQXVWKDW,ZRXOGKDYHQHYHULPDJLQHG
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